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the silly admiring gaze of the passer-by, he hated
himself for the authority he might exercise over
those men. Every time he met a detachment of his
regiment, their red cloaks spread magnificently
over the rumps of their horses, riding through the
mist of London down St. James's Street, he
revolted against the connection which linked him
with such picturesque foolery. He liked it, and he
hated himself for liking it. He liked himself for
hating it, and hated himself for submitting to it.
He could not endure to look at the photograph of
himself in uniform, with the great black boots and
the great white gauntlets; yet at the same time,
when Wacey, at his mother's request, presented him
with six copies of the photograph to sign for Mrs,
Wickenden, Mrs. Vigeon, Mrs. Diggs, Mrs.
Hodder, the other Mrs. Wickenden, and Wacey
herself, he sat down obediently and signed them
all with a suitable flourish.

That was on the occasion of his coming-of-age.
His grandmother, and all his uncles with their
wives, gathered at Chevron. Sebastian liked his
grandmother. He had sufficient discrimination to
respect in her a reality of which his mother and her
friends achieved only a thin imitation by the
greatest effort. His mother and her friends might
be more amusing, more up-to-date; they were
certainly more fashionable; but the Dowager
Duchess carried an air of solid assurance which
belonged to a less uneasy age. That slightly
raucous note of defiance was absent from her
pronouncements. She did not protest; she merely